CITY  SNOW-STORM

The flakes they fall and fall
So beautifully
And with a virgin's shawl
Cover up church and tree.

The chilled city crowd
Scurry to tube and home.
One bearded beggar bowed
Sings on beneath a dome.

Only a child awakes
With wonder at the snow
That makcth with its flakes
A fairy-land below.
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